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had shipped to Adana and Konia for the Turks and the
Italian retirement from Chanak.
For me the position had grown impossible. Though
the Turks treated me well, the area was full of armed
Nationalists who did not know me. I took a last journey
round my land. I saw the Black Sea once more in the
winter's wind. I rode through Alemdar forest dripping
in a light fog under a pale sun, where stray autumn
leaves sailed down and fell with a fairy crash in the silent
woods. I saw the empty dishevelled villages in the
open plain. I climbed once more the mountain of
Keish Dagh and down the broken road with Hadji
Ramazan behind me. The road was full of holes and
I had planned to mend it in the next spring.
We topped the last rise. With despair in my heart
I looked back to where the white road twisted away into
the horizon and the first trees of Alemdar showed black
against the sky-line. Murder and desolation lay across
all this land once more. I had said good-bye to my
people and they might miss me. To avoid useless regret
I turned quickly this page of life and climbed down into
Europe and the well-known streets of the foreign city.